The potter or juggler or tailor,
Or craftsman stuns to acoustic thunder,                     ^

Sink they into oblivious, less duty,                            21

The heart and soul strikes enequal beauty.

Slowly and slowly turn near still nearer,
Flutes in the air and leave us in slumber,
The tune of sweet polka rings round the cliff,
Highlander symphonizes the string clap.

Tune after tune spontaneously flow out,
Boon to humble and strikes frozen hearts,
Immerse in notes as , swallow opium,
And in drowsy, unnotice peacocks plume.

Plays and dance in genial atmosphere,
Cliff with its acme glorifies the sphere,
The waning note and strolling steps regard,
Sonory of fading memory retard.

Grunted cheeks on scar on her face sheeny,
On the stone arbour sits she, with gloomy,
Poorly dressed the badly fed, unkempt hair,
Her physic, Fate or Time freezes unfair.

Awaken nights in decorative cells,
Drowsy day alert the replete weary soul,
The clock ticks again and again unhalt,
Day and night in the similar vault

Unemotional to her deprived will,
For others, no blood nor tears to spill,
Unnotice the splendour and picks up her purse.
Slips away to her bawd with more than worse.